8              THE TALE  OF BEOWULF

Nor the woe  of  mankind:   but  the wight of

wealth's waning,                                               120

The grim and the greedy, soon yare was he gotten.

All furious and fierce, and he raught up from

resting

A thirty of thanes, and thence aback got him
Right fain of his gettings, and homeward to fare,
Fulfilled of slaughter his stead to go look on.

Thereafter at dawning, when day was yet early,
The war-craft of Grendel to men grew unhidden,
And after his meal was the weeping uphoven,
Mickle  voice   of the  morning-tide:   there  the

Prince mighty,

The Atheling exceeding good, unblithe he sat, 130
Tholing the heavy woe; thane-sorrow dreed he
Since the slot of the loathly wight there they had

look'd on,

The ghost all accursed. O'er grisly the strife was,
So loathly and longsome. No longer the frist was
But after the wearing of one night; then fram'd he
Murder-bales more yet, and nowise he mourned
The feud and the crime ; over fast therein was he.
Then easy to find was the man who would else-
where

Seek out for himself a rest was more roomsome,
Beds end-long the bowers, when beacon'd to him
was,                                                                 140